It was still bitterly cold and we had a wood-burning stove which filled the rooms with smoke. This provided occupation for some of the mechanically-minded members of the party, who, from time to time, tried to alter the flue-pipe so that the smoke went up the chimney and did not come gushing back into the room. Sometimes they were gleeful with what appeared to be temporary victory, but the malignant smoke demon always got the better of them in the end.
We were put on parole not to associate with officers and men in the main camp, and not to attempt to escape. Our meals were sent in from the distant kitchens.
Despite the efforts that were being made to ameliorate conditions, we could not believe that anybody was happy at our being there, with the possible exception of the medical officer, a conscientious little Scotsman, who believed in vaccination with all the passionate conviction of a religious zealot. He told us we should all have to be vaccinated. This, I thought, is where I score, having only recently been vaccinated, and also innoculated against tetanus and typhoid, at the War Office. Triumphantly I produced my month-old certificate, but the M.O. was not satisfied.
"Sorry," he said, "you'll have to be done again."
This filled my breast with virtuous indignation. I have known people who, when in a hurry to move and suddenly confronted with new regulations about vaccination and innoculation, deliberately forge certificates. Now here was I with a perfectly genuine one which was brushed aside as useless.
"But at one time," I ventured with great daring, "the medical profession used to maintain that one vaccination conferred immunity for life. Then they made it a seven-years period, then two years, then one year, and now you are making it one month. Have we got to be punctured every month in future? "
The dour M.O. said nothing as he tested the hypodermic syringe. Then he looked up suddenly and said, " R-r-roll your sleeve up."
Said I, in a last feeble attempt, "Well, it's no use, anyway, because it never takes on me."
The medico brightened as he plunged steel into quiveringrived, with more suspected contacts and they were also brought to the camp, the quarantine would have to be extended again, and so on ad infinitum. Filled with gloom, we could picture ourselvesgan to attempt organising. He started toebe an American naval
